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horrid, so horrid that I'm doubtful about everything done in the
open air. . . .
" The end of The Lake is the best part, I think, and there is a drive
round the lake which didn't seem altogether bad when one remembers
the uniform badness of English fiction. Have you yet read a story
by Tourgeneff ? Don't forget to let me know when you come to
Dublin, I shall be here for months and months writing—always
writing."
We got to know each other well by meeting at Stafford
House. The Duchess of Sutherland's weekly party was,
in every sense of the word, " a salon " and there I made a
great many friends I might never otherwise have met. These
parties were most delightful; no one was invited who did not
qualify intellectually or through some talent. The purely
" smart " were debarred. The house (now the London Museum)
was a perfect setting and Duchess Milly the perfect hostess.
Her natural charm and Bohemianism of spirit cemented the
widely-differing personalities into collective harmony. One
retains a vision of her in glistening silver and glittering diamonds,
looking very pale and fair against the background of gold and
crimson and lilies. All the poets, all the artists, and the rest
were at her feet. Her radiancy simply took them by storm.
She remains an exquisite figure in a brilliant social world
that has passed away.
Among the friends I made at Stafford House was Robert
Hichens, who lived abroad and came to England only during
the summer. He was for me a window through which I looked
out on to the desert, and on to the Sicilian Mountains, and
the Egyptian Nile. He mirrored the sunshine and the
warmth of the places in his books. I loved his descriptions,
his pictures of El Kantara, the gate of the Desert, and of the
garden on the edge of the desert. I longed to live as he did
and in the same sort of places. He took me out of the
environment from which I longed to escape. He seemed
to understand this, and let me pour out my soul to him, Slav
fashion, during those midnight hours; he even poured out
his a little in return.
When he went abroad I wrote to him for fear we lost touch
and the blind of the window be drawn down. I would criticize
Ms heroines, which always provoked a reply. He took the
women of his creation very seriously. To him they were

